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PROLOGUE. 

I WOULD not use old Homer^s martial strain, 

Nor VirgiPs splendid lyre, 
Whose tones heroic stir men's hearts amain^ 

And deathless deeds inspire. 

I would not sound throughout earth's mighty sphere, 

With Milton's thunderous roll, 
The Titan deeds of Heaven or Hades drear^ 

To awe the startled soul. 

I would not stalk across the stage of £une 

With Byron's posing mien, 
Nor seek to win the poet's honored name 

With misanthropic spleen. 

I would not soar too high above the earth, 

In ether regions rare, 
Where Shelley's wraith-like fiincies have their birth^ 

Unreal though most £ur. 

I would not join the empty, jingling school. 

Which, in the name of art. 
Like Poe, makes hazy, tuneful lines its rule, 

While thrusting truth apart. 

I would with Wordsworth sing in humble lays. 

But true in every tone, 
The simple joys and woes that fill our days 

With merriment or moan. 

[9] 



I would reveal, with Bums^ observant eye 

And sympathetic heart. 
The mystic charms of home, and field, and sky. 

With chaste and reverent art. 

I would not sing alone the outward grace 

That lights our beaming eyes. 
But something of that Spirit^s meaning trace 

Who fills the earth and skies. 

I care not if the Pharisees of song 

Withhold their critic praise, 
If here and there, among the common throng, 

A glad heart greets my lays. 
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FADED VIOLETS. 

A LITTLE bouquet of faded flowers, 
Kept tenderly through all these years ; 

It leads us back to the happy hours. 
When love was bom with hopes and fears. 

The spring-time sun was shining bright, 
And bird songs filled the living air, 

As we, with youthful hearts and light. 
To pluck them stooped with tender care. 

We little dreamed that joyous day, 

When wandering slow through field and wood, 
How God was shaping, in wondrous way. 

For all the after years our good. 

Then treasure this bunch of faded flowers 
With fonder care, while the years go by. 

As a sweet memento of happy hours. 
Still sweeter as the end chaws nigh. 
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WORSHIP. 

Within a meeting-house severe and plain 
I sat with men who, in their silent way. 
Were waiting for the Spirit's moving sway 

Upon their lowly hearts. And once again 

I sat within a towering Gothic fane, 
Where pictured windows half obscured the day, 
And answering organs, in their thunderous play. 

Subdued the throng with music's mighty strain. 

And now you ask which form appears to me 
Of all men have devised, the purest, best ? 
The soul of worship is not found in art : 
No matter what the outward form may be, 
That worship only is divinely blest. 
Where faith and love and truth inspire the heart. 
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GOING TO MILL. 

Sweet recollections of a perished joy 

My pensive spirit thrill, 
As I recall the days when yet a boy 

I used to go to mill. 

The shady road led through the laurel bloom, 

By many a crystal rill, 
And o^er a bridge that spanned a chasm^s gloom 

Near by the roaring mill. 

The dusty miller met me at the door. 

And with a strong-armed skill, 
The grist across his shoulder threw, and bore 

It stooping in the mill. 

Beneath the placid surface of the dam. 

Where pine-tree shades lay still, 
I dropped my hook, while watchful wild ducks swam 

Not far above the mill. 

I know not what the years may have in store 

Of happiness or iU ; 
But this I know, that there will come no more 

The joys of going to mill. 
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O ROSE ON THE BLAZING BUSH. 

O ROSE on the blazing bush. 
Whence to thee, 
In noisy day and nighf s deep hush, 
When breezes sleep or storm winds crush. 
Have come, in leaf and cell, 
Thy fragrance streaming free 
And beauty^s spell ? 

O mystery deep of life ! 
Who can tell 
Thine alchemy, which out of strife, 
And death and joy, and sorrows rife, 
Divinely brings apace. 
In field and wood and dell, 
All beauty^s grace. 

The rose of the crimson hue 
Gets its dower 
Of fragrant beauty from the dew. 
And clod, and air, and heaven^s blue, 
As with a fairy hand. 
The sunbeam's magic power 
Dissolves death^s band. 

O poet of the human heart. 
Thus to thee 
There comes, from aU the joy and smart 
That e'er have made of life a part. 
The beauteous flower of song. 
Which, full and clear and free. 
Makes glad hearts strong. 

[i6] 



WORSE THAN WAR. 

Far worse than brave armies in battle engaged, 
A nation that's dead to humanity's daim ; 

That gazes unmoved, while tyrants enraged 
Exult in destruction with sword and with flame. 

Still worse than the carnage of battle-fields dread, 
A nation that cravenly yields to its foes ; 

From which all the spirit of honor has fled, 
And which, in its shame, seeks ignoble repose. 

Far worse than the tumult of armies in fight, 
A people whose soul is made callous by greed ; 

That loses its conscience of God and of right. 
And knows not the depth of its shame and its need. 
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A PARVENU. 

A SILLY butterfly, 
With fresh, bright wings of varied hue, 

Descended from on high 
To kiss a lily wet with dew. 

And loitering from its flight, 
It waved its pinions to and fro, 

Rejoicing at the sight 
Of heaven above and earth below. 

But as self-pleased it sate, 
It saw a caterpillar near ; 

And then with pride elate, 
It turned away with haughty sneer. 
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PRECIOUS MEMORIES. 

TwAS glorious summer weather, 
The landscape like a dream. 

As a boy and girl together 
Sat by a mountain stream. 

The brooklet in rippling measure 
Went purling in sun and shade, 

As the two, in search of pleasure. 
Their hooks and lines arrayed. 

But slow were the trout in biting 

Beneath the sultry sky. 
And the anglers, in talk delighting. 

Their poles at length laid by. 

At last, when the trees were ringing 
With the robin's even song. 

The pair went homeward singing. 
As they dragged their poles along. 

Ah, often in hours of sadness 
Such days come back to me 

With a tender, subduing gladness — 
A precious memory. 
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CHATEAUX EN ESPAGNE. 

The golden dreams of happy youth. 

Which are too bright to stay. 
Portray, in lines of seeming truth 

And glory far away, 
The towering walls above the plain 
Of white, flag-crowned chiteaux in Spain. 

Though oft they change their form and hue 

Against the rosy sky. 
With young hearts beating brave and true, 

Nor heeding dangers nigh. 
We haste, like knights of old, to gain 
The prize of rich ch&teaux in Spain. 

But they at length elude our sight, 

Like rainbow tints at eve. 
And, in the place of visions bright, 

Lifers homely duties leave ; 
And, as we toil with hand or brain, 
We smile at youth^s ch&teaux in Spain. 
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THE HAPPIEST PERIOD. 

You ask, my dear, the happiest stage of life ? 
It is not found in childhood^s simple ways. 
How e^er our fancy gild those distant days ; 

Nor yet in youth, with widening pleasures rife. 

When hearts bum eager for the coming strife ; 
Nor do we find it ^mid the opening blaze 
Of manhood, though its hopeful visions rabe 

Bright images of fortune, home, and wife. 

Ah no ! with daily duties bravely done. 
With growing treasures garnered in the heart, 
And stronger faith, in which we calmly rest, 
A higher joy attends each victory won, 
And life becomes more rich in every part ; 
And thus the latest period is the best. 
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RETURNING HOME. 

When weary with the care 
That burdened all the day, 

With lightened heart I homeward hit 
Along the well-known way, — 

The children at the gate 

With eager £ices stand ; 
Then shouting rush, with joy elate, 

To seize my outstretched hand. 

As to my arms they dart, 
To Him who reigns above 

I lift a deeply grateful heart 
For children, home, and love. 
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THE FIRST BLUEBIRD. 

The snow still lies upon the ground^ 

And every tree is bare ; 
The whistling winds make mournful sounds 

And chill is the morning air. 

But ^mid the gloom a note is heard 

That has a merry ring ; 
In the apple-tree a brave bluebird 

Is prophesying spring. 
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"COME UNTO ME." 

Who has not felt his £sdtering strength give way 
Beneath life's pitiless and weary load? 
Too toilsome seems at times the dreary road, 

And fading hopes grow £unter day by day. 

Sometimes bereavement makes our souls a prey ; 

In vain we try to find the truth's abode ; 

And fruitless efforts on the task bestowed 
But deepen o'er the spirit sorrow's sway. 

All life and nature rest in rayless night. 
Their course and end a mystery unknown 
That leaves the anxious spirit sore distressed. 
Upon our wildering way there shines one light : 
From Heaven sounds a voice in sweetest tone, 
^* Come unto me, and I will give you rest." 



iHl 



CULTURE. 

^is not a chattel bought and sold. 
Its price beyond the reach of gold ; 
No trick of outward grace refined. 
Its source lies deep in heart and mind. 

It is a large, calm view of life 
In all its forms of peace and strife, 
Enriched by what the wise have taught, 
And by the beauty art has wrought. 

^is walking where the good have trod, 
In steadfast loyalty to God ; 
The change from darkness into light 
By knowing truth and doing right. 
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WOMAN'S SPHERE. 

While flow the years, each passing age 
Brings something new to man. 

As shines more clear on history's page 
The world^s unfolding plan. 

A larger world sweeps in the ken 

Of our fiau-'reaching view, 
And bravely do the hearts of men 

Respond to what is true. 

The stately Eden's drawing near, 

Foretold in poet's song, 
When woman in her wider sphere 

Shall break the thrall of wrong. 

Then, while with greater breadth of mind 

Sweet tendernesses blend. 
She'll stand, as God at first designed, 

Man's equal, helpmate, fnend. 
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FROM THE SPIRIT LAND. 

Sometimes we strangely go astray, and for a while 
We follow earth-bom phantoms that are ieet and vaini 

And leave at last the helpless spirit they beguile 
A shrunken thing ; then guardian spirit forms restrain 

Our wandering steps, and turn us to that better way, 

Where Ms the silver light of Heaven^s eternal day. 

And when, cast down and sad, we feel our weakness most. 
And all the magnitude of ill on earth is seen ; 

When overwhelming seems the might of evil^s host, 
And we despair, angelic spirits intervene, 

And from the viewless land they bid our souls be strong, 

As on the side of God we fight against the wrong. 

Before as often lie two paths ; upon our choice 
Depend the joy and beauty of our after lives : 

Then, in the silence of the wavering soul, a voice, 
Scarce audible, is heard, that with our doubting strives. 

A gentle pressure moves upon the aimless will, 

And we avoid a wreck, and lilSe^s high ends fulfil. 
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RUTH. 

When the evening lamp is shining bright. 
And round it sit the fomily band, 

Each one, beneath the kindly light, 
Pursuing the task that lies at hand, — 

Then climbs upon my wsdting lap 
My five-year-old with curling hair. 

And nestles, for her evening nap, 
Against my cheek with face so fair. 

And as her eyelids gently close. 
And ringlets fall in clusters deep. 

Around my neck her arm she throws, 
And sweetly says, " Sing me to sleep." 

Then rocking gently to and fro, 
I clasp her closely to my breast. 

And sing, in measure soft and low. 
The simple sotfg that she likes best. 
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OUR NEED. 

An era of transition ! Signs of change, 
Deep, lasting change, as when the earth indeed. 
By forces that from inward fires proceed, 

Is cleft in naked plain and mountain range, 

Awake our anxious fears. Oft errors strange, 
Utopian dreams of sensual ease, mislead 
The anarch clan, while wrong, and ^thless greed, 

And tyranny the hearts of men estrange. 

At such a time we pray, God give us men 
Of honest heart, strong intellect and will, 
And martyr courage, and deep-wrought belief 
Who will safely guide the reeling world, and when 
Opposed, insulted, wronged, like heroes still 
Will hold to death the truth and right as chief. 
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A PREFERENCE. 

Oh, not for me the narrow street. 
The towering piles of brick and stooe, 

^Mid which, in spite of all we meet, 
The heart still feels itself alone. 

The muffled roar by day and night, 
The haste of feverish, driven throngs, — 

How harsh to souls that feel the might 
That aye to Nature^s calm belongs. 

The little parks of tree and flower. 
Though dressed with all the grace of art, 

Ah, what are they when forests tower. 
And fields and streams make g^ad the heart ? 

Give me the far-extending plain, 
The mountains standing strong and tall, 

The simple ways of kindly men. 
And open skies overarching all. 



t3«>3 



SATURDAY NIGHT. 

As stops the traveller, ere the setting sun 
Withdraws from earth the shining robe of day. 
On some tall height, from which his eyes survey 

The outspread plain through which his path has run, 

So stand I now where lifers last stage is done, 
And, while my work aside I gladly lay, 
I turn to gaze upon the winding way, 

And note its pains, and joys, and victories won. 

The toilsome days have brought me weary feet ; 
But, as I grateful stop to rest awhile. 
Sweet thoughts attend like blossoms on the sod. 
At last the sevenfold record stands complete : 
Oh, may the fair and swift-winged angels smile. 
As through the skies they bear it up to God. 
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CHILDREN. 

O CHILDREN, at your play, 
How free from care! 

Joy brightens all the day, 
The world is ^r. 

Oh, in your bounding joy 

My soul has part ; 
The cares that oft annoy 

Now leave my heart 

Ah, would that I had power 

To keep you free, 
In manhood^s coming hour, 

From misery! 
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THE CHURCH. 

Whereis the Church? Tis not where rise 

Great piles of stone, whose proud array 
Of towering spires points to the skies ; 

Nor where the red-robed priests display, 
With burning incense and tinkling bells, 

The pomp of worship ; nor where vast throngs 
Are moved by eloquence, and where swells 

The organ^s mighty peal with surging songs. 

Not there alone the Church is found! 

But wheresoeVr the pure in heart 
In truth and righteousness abound ; 

Where lowly minds with pity start 
At human needs ; and where unite, 
* However the foes of good assail, 
The friends of Christ. Strong in His might. 

This Church shall o^er the earth prevail. 
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REVERENCE. 

Tis not before the pomp refined 
Of wealthy though great it be, 

That men of brave and worthy mind 
Will bend a reverent knee. 

Nor yet before a lordly might, 

Oft used for tyranny, 
Will freemen, strong in truth and right, 

Dbplay servility. 

One thing alone, where'er we go. 

Deserves our reverence : 
In rich or poor, in high or low, 

Tis Christlike excellence. 
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THE BROOKLET. 

In the shady wood a little stream 

Of purling water flows, 
And through the bending ferns a gleam 

Of crystal light it throws. 

It hastens on its babbling course. 

Nor heeds the mystery 
That keeps it ignorant of its source, 

And hides its destiny. 

By day and night it sweetly rings 

Its music on the air ; 
Whatever its fortune, still it sings. 

Unmoved by any care. 

O brooklet, may thy peace be mine, 

As on through life I fare ; 
Whatever betide, may trust like thine 

Keep me from fear and care. 
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THE TEACHER. 

The sculptor moulds his piece of plastic day 
Into the beauteous fonn his soul has caught 
In vision bright^ that came, perchance, unsought. 

And then upon the marble, day by day, 

His chisel falls with neither haste nor stay, 
Until at last, by skilful touches wrought, 
The statue bodies forth his raptured thought. 

And joy and fame his patient toil repay. 

But higher still the teacher^s matchless art : 
For he, beyond the sculptor^s crumbling goal, 
Devotes his talent to the living^oul. 

And shapes in noble form the mind and heart. 
With loving care, upon a godlike plan. 
He moulds the image of a perfect man. 
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LEAVING HOME. 

From midnight darkness rushed the train. 

The engine panting stood ; 
A few quick words of tender strain. 

And then, in tearful mood, 
I passed into the dim-lit car. 
That bore me from my home a£ur. 

And soon, with sleepless eyes, I lay 

Upon my pent-up bed. 
And softly pushed the shade away 

That hid the skies overhead ; 
And long, while onward roared the cars. 
With homesick heart I watched the stars. 

More strong than death the unseen ties 
That bind to home and friends : 

And when ferewells bedim the eyes, 
A prayer to heaven ascends. 

That God, while bx away we £uie. 

Would keep our loved ones in His care. 
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GATHERING PAPAWS. 

When the purple air lay beaming 

O^er a landscape softly dreaming, 
Ere the autumn leaves began to strew the ground. 

With our varied baskets swinging, 

And with eager voices ringing. 
We repaired to where the ripe papaws were found. 

^was beside the silver river, 

Where the changing leaves a-quiver 
Shed their image in the languid pools below, 

That, with merry shouts and rushes, 

We dispersed among the bushes. 
For ^tis there the rich and mellow papaws grow. 

Then, with baskets overflowing, 

And with faces warmly glowing, 
We returned to share our treasures with our friends. 

Ah, those youthful days recalling. 

When lifers autumn hsi is Ming, 
What a sadness with theur tender sweetness blends! 
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POETRY. 

Tis not the flow of liquid sound 
To captivate the listening ear ; 

It does not, in a haze profound. 
Hide thought and feeling insincere. 

It is the thought of gifted souls 
In hours of clearest, farthest sight ; 

The feeling that mysterious rolls 
From hidden deeps to conscious light. 

Around the scenes of common life 

It casts a magic of its own, 
And builds a kingdom, free from strife, 

Where truth and beauty reign alone. 

It bends above the lowly flower 
With feelings oft too deep for tears ; 

It hurls against the oppressor's power 
The flashing scorn that bums and sears. 

It has the prophet's vision keen 
That gazes with unclouded eyes 

Into the world of the vast unseen, 
Revealing life's deep mysteries. 
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A WINTER EVENING. 

The sleet beats rattling Against the pane, 
The snow lies drifted far and high ; 

The gusty wind blows a sad refrain, 
And winter rules in earth and sky. 

Within my warm and lamp-lit room, 
Where glows a cheerful, conscious fire, 

Sweet thoughts, unheeding winter^s gloom, 
A hallowed peace and joy inspire. 

Sweet memories come back to me, 
Loved spirit forms are in the air ; 

I think of what is yet to be, 
And fancy paints bright pictures there. 
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AUNT BETSEY'S BUCKWHEAT CAKES. 

FvE dined upon the daintiest hie 

Our palace inns afford. 
And sat where banquet viands rare 

Weighed down the splendid board. 
But best of ally as memory wakes, 
Were dear Aunt Betsey's buckwheat cakes. 

IVe dined in London's central roar, 

Beside St. Paul's high frieze, 
On beefsteak, pudding, tea galore. 

And fruits from southern seas. 
But better still, as memory wakes. 
Were dear Aunt Betsey's buckwheat cakes. 

I've dined beside the splendid Seine, 

Where Paris stands a queen, 
And art o'er all extends its reign. 

And brightens the cuisine. 
But better for, as memory wakes. 
Were dear Aunt Betsey's buckwheat cakes. 

I've dined beside the storied Rhine 
Through long-drawn tadles iVMiey 

And drank its ancient, ruby wine 
To music's melting note. 

But dearer ^, as memory wakes, 

Were dear Aunt Betsey's buckwheat cakes. 

Ah me, long since she passed away, 

Her laughter cheers no more ; 
And tender tear-drops fall to-day 

To think those joys are o'er. 
And precious now, as memory wakes, 
Those &r-off, love-touched buckwheat cakes. 
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MARRIAGE. 

It is a serious thing, my dear, 

This union of two souls for life ; 
Twill cost you many a pain, I fear. 

For trials come to every wife. 
But I would speak a word of cheer, 

If love has kindled in your breast ; 
For marriage is divine, my dear. 

And makes our life here doubly blessed. 

To live alone is not the best, 

No matter what may daim our .thought ; 
A nameless longing in the breast 

Disturbs the perfect peace we sought. 
Look forward then, with hopeful heart, 

Whatever lot may fall to you ; 
In all things act a noble part, — 

Be patient, helpful, loving, true. 
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PRESENT DUTY. 

The past is gone ; whatever tasks it brought, 

Whatever joys or tears, 
Are but a memory, which comes unsought 

Ofttimes from vanished years. 

The mighty future in the distance glows, 

As hope portrays it ^r ; 
But with our narrow vision, no man knows 

The trials waiting there. 

The present hour alone with us abides, 

Its urgent claims allow ; 
With dauntless heart, whatever ill betides. 

Thy woric do bravely now. 
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A MORNING THOUGHT. 

The darkness of the night recedes ; 

The splendors of the mom. 
Illuming mountains, vales, and meads. 

The waking earth adorn. 
New life now stirs in field and sky ; 

Sweet warblings fill the air ; 
The hum of men, both far and nigh, 

Sounds through the morning fait. 

When comes the night of death to me. 

To bear me far away, 
Beyond its terrors may I see 

A new and glorious day. 
On Beulah^s hills may splendors fell, 

And music fill the air, 
While white-robed angels, fair and tall, 

Convey my spirit th^re. 
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AT GRANDMOTHER'S. 

When autumn leaves were red like wine^ 
We hauled from the mountain wood 

Great piles of oak and richest pine — 
Outside the gate they stood. 

Around the blazing fire at night, 

While stormed the winter drear. 
The household met, while the pine-knots' light 

Filled all the room with cheer. 

Beside the ample fireplace sat 

Grandma with needles long, 
And near by softly purred the cat. 

And crickets chirped their song. 

And bread and butternuts we ate, 
While winds roared through the vale, 

And uncle, as we circling sate, 
Oft told a hunter's tale. 

Those childhood joys I oft deplore— 

The butternuts and bread ; 
Ah me, those blessed nights are o'er, 

Those loved ones, too, are dead. 



[45] 



"PEACE, BE STILL." 

The white-winged boat is struggling on the lake ; 

The winds rush from the hills, 
And massive waves across the gunwales break, 

The groaning vessel fills. 

With fainting hearts the toiling seamen quail 

Before impending ill ; 
They wake the Christ ; He stands before the gale, 

Commanding, "Peace, be still.'' 

And instantly the waters sink to rest. 

The fierce winds cease to blow ; 
A joyous hope revives the boatmen's breast. 

The stars and shore-lights glow. 

Thus may it be when £2dl the storms of life. 

That threaten us with ill ; 
Oh, may we hear, in nights of tempest strife. 

His voice say, " Peace, be still.'' 



[46I 



CAMPING OUT. 

All day beside the river's brink 
We sat upon the scanty grass, 

While now and then the corks would sink^ 
And we would land a struggling bass. 

But when the night was fiaUing &st, 
We made our way 'cross sandy bars, 

And ate at camp a sweet repast, 
By blazing fire 'neath shining stars. 

A mountain dark rose to the sky, 
The azure plain was high outspread ; 

A night-bird lonely hurtled by, 
As we prepared our rustic bed. 

We spread upon the fragrant hay 
Of blankets warm the very best ; 

Then, weary with the toils of day, 
Lay down with grateful sense of rest. 

'Twas sweet to lie beneath the sky, 
Overshadowed by the mountain steep, 

While waters faintly roaring by 
The senses softly lulled to sleep. 



[47] 



A MORNING WALK. 

Softly the breezes descend in the valley, 

Tenderly kissing the roses of morning ; 
Over the mountains, in bright, golden sally. 

Break the first sunbeams, the landscape adorning. 

Fresh inspiration I find for lifers duties, 

Forth through the meadows and woodland advancing^ 
Sweetly exulting in numberless beauties, 

Dashing the dewdrops where rainbows are glancing. 

Wondrous the temple for man^s habitation, 
Endless the wisdom with which it^s constructed ; 

Gazing upon the vast works of creation, 
Thankfully Godward my thoughts are conducted. 



[4«] 



SELF-RELIANCE. 

The great world rushes on ; an unseen power 
Of infinite energy drives it toward a goal, 

O^er which obscuring shadows ceaseless lower. 
Not to the mighty past the human soul 

Is turned, but to the flood of coming years, 

In which lie all our hopes and all our fears. 

To every soul a work in lifers assigned, 
For which the necessary strength is lent ; 

Imperious duty calls ; and not to mind 
Its urgent mandates, means a life misspent. 

Lean not on others who their task pursue, 

But trusting God and self, thine own work do. 

And if success thine earnest efforts crown. 
Then let thy heart with thankful joy be glad ; 

Should unpropitious fete upon thee frown. 
Stand strong and smiling, not cast down and sad. 

So wilt thou show thyself a man indeed. 

Who has for bronze and marble shafts no need. 



[49] 



CONTENT. 

Ah, soul, thy longing is vain 
For a station to bring thee rest ; 

Each condition in life has its pain, 
Naught outward can make thee blest. 

For wealth will add to thy load, 

And uneasy the head that b crowned ; 

Mere pleasures will quickly corrode, 
And fame is but empty sound. 

Thy dreams will prove but a snare 

Of a golden time to be. 
That will bring thee, released from care, 

A perfect tranquillity. 

Ah, no, the peace that we claim 
Is within us a treasure-trove ; 

It is not in wealth, station, or feme, 
But in duty, and labor, and love. 



[SO] 



A MORNING WISH. 

The sun bursts o^er the mountain heights 
And sends afiu* each shooting ray ; 

And where in valleys falls its light, 
The gloomy mists are rolled away : 

Their masses in wild tumult flee 

Before its conquering energy. 

Behold, where all was wrapped in night, 
^Neath chilling mists upon the plain, 

The fields now gleam in verdure bright, 
And wood and stream rejoice again : 

Wherever the morning splendors shine 

The world assumes a grace divine. 

Oh, that the sun of truth would rise. 
And shoot its beams across the earth. 

Dispelling darkness where it lies. 
And bringing men its light and mirth : 

The pain and wrong that now oppress 

Would yield to joy and righteousness. 



[SO 



CATHEDRAL BUILDERS. 

Sometimes I feel my work is vain, 
So small the best that I can do ; 

Though hard the toil of hand and brain, 
But few results appear to view. 

Then come to mind the builders grand, 
Who labored in a distant time, 

Slow rearing the mighty building planned. 
Until it stood at last sublime. 

Not much could any workman do 
Upon the minster tall and fair ; 

But with a spirit brave and true, 
Each did an honest workman^s share. 

Thus may I labor tranquilly, 
Unmoved by any cares I meet ; 

Not vain my work, though small it be. 
It helps to make God's plan complete. 



[5^] 



A MORNING IN THE COUNTRY. 

The sunbeams shoot across the room 
Through graceful curtains pure and white, 

While just beyond the apple bloom 
Shines beauteous in the morning light. 

And song-birds greet the rising sun 
With varied chorus sweet and clear, 

As if their little hearts overrun 
With swelling and resistless cheer. 

A robin from the apple-tree 

Sends forth a blithe, triumphant song ; 
A cat-bird, in its merry glee, 

Sounds many notes amid the throng. 

A redbird adds a whistling call 

To swell the matin jubilee ; 
But merriest, maddest of them all, 

The mock-bird^s magic melody. 

I listen to their merry cheer. 
With joyous, care-forgetting hearty 

And in the chorus sounding dear, 
I take a glad but silent part. 



Ls3:i 



DECORATION DAY. 

Bring the lilies and the roses. 

In the beauteous May-time morn, 
Where each hero loved reposes, 

And his resting-place adorn. 
For he heard the call of duty, 

Coming from his country^s need : 
Now be garlands in their beauty. 

Gemmed with tears, his well-earned meed. 

Once again a land united, 

Moving slow with solemn tread, 
We, with hearts in union plighted. 

Gather round our honored dead. 
And recalling all the story 

Of a long-past wofiil day, 
Proud we render equal glory 

To our heroes Blue and Gray. 

For, whatever their opinion. 

They for woe had equal ruth. 
And, disdaining wrong^s dominion. 

Felt the same deep love of truth. 
And amid the battlers thunder. 

When the souls of men are tried. 
They, in hostile lines asunder. 

Bravely fought and nobly died. . 

[54] 



THE RESURRECTION. 

A SHOOTING gleam from heaven sent, 
An angePs form of stainless light. 

The earth by mighty quakings rent, 
The soldiers palsied in affright, — 

And lo, the Christ with glory crowned, 
Majestic leaves the darkful grave, 

And, over death triumphant found, 
Stands strong as victor King to save. 



[55] 



A KINGLY ELM. 

There stands the monarch of the fields, 
His crown of verdure reaching wide ; 

The power of conscious worth he wields 
In native dignity and pride. 

For ages sternly he has stood 
In conflict with the soulless storm, 

And stretched above the neighboring wood 
A marred, but strong, triumphant form. 

Ah, so with true and kingly souls, 
When darkly clouds around them lower : 

In valiant strife, as time unrolls. 
They show a marred but regal power. 

And grander than the perfect grace. 
In which the lines of beauty run. 

The kind and strong, tho^ scar-worn face, 
That tells of battles fought and won. 



[56] 



EVOLUTION. 

A TRUSTFUL look ioto a mother^s face, 
A mimic world of playthings on the floor, 

A wondering gaze on nature's varied grace, 
A swelling rapture we can feel no more. 

A rising tide of life along the veins, 
An eager thirst to see, and know, and do. 

To long, bright hopes of joy the loosened reins, 
The birth of love that seems so deep and true. 

The weight of many cares on brain and heart, 
A loving home with wife and children dear, 

In all the world's ^eat work a noble part, 
An answering strength for every duty near. 

The heavy burden of increasing years, 
The silvered hair and kindly noble face, 

A chastened sympathy too deep for tears, 
A ripened wisdom matched with gentle grace. 

And then the gates unbarred to larger life ; 

The prison chrysalis of earth outgrown. 
The soul wings up beyond the noise and strife, 

Where it doth know as even it is known. 



[57] 



CHAUCER. 

We follow long some narrow^ winding way, 
While leaden douds above us threatening lower; 

The shades of woods primeval round us play, 
And boulder-covered mountains o^er us tower. 

And then we reach the open, sun-lit plain, 

Where fields, and homes, and streams are smiling fair, 
And ^mid the splendor we rejoice again. 

While song-bird music fills the larger air. 

'Tis thus, as we survey the gloomy store 
Of English thought in Anglo-Saxon days. 

And wind through wastes of Middle-English lore. 
We come at last, with gladsome heart, to gaze 

Upon great Chaucer, poet of the mom ; 

Before us varied beauties lie unfurled, 
Which genius, humor, learning all adorn — 

The life and freedom of the modem world. 



CS8] 



COLLECTING SPECIMENS. 

Of bags and beetles we had read 

For many days together, 
And then for specimens we sped. 

When £civored time and weather. 

It was a glorious afternoon, 
When skies were softly gleaming ; 

A perfect day in lovely June, 
And all the earth lay dreaming. 

We wandered o^er the fields and hills. 
The stones and stumps upturning ; 

We loitered by the meadow rills. 
On which the sun was burning. 

We stopped to rest beneath the shade. 
Where sycamores were growing. 

And listened to the music made 
By waters gently flowing. 

For bugs and beetles, woful day! 

Our hands were most unsparing ; 
We had at eve a proud array, 

As we went homeward faring. 



[59] 



A CONTRAST. 

At night I stood above a town, 

And gazing down. 
Beheld where men in busy train. 
With restless hearts, pursued their gain, 

Or vain and fleet renown. 

The scream and roar of engines there 

Perturbed the air, 
While arc-lamps shot their lines of light 
In golden stream athwart the night 

From points of dazzling glare. 

Ah, there amid the gloom and din, 

What care and sin. 
As men pursued, with narrow thought. 
Their fleeting phantoms, seldom caught, 

And left the life within. 

Then turning to the moon-lit sky. 

Star-gemmed on high, 
There came, above earth^s noises there, 
A deep but silent call to prayer. 

And God was surely nigh. 



[60] 



MEMORY. 

As on the hill of life I climb, 

To which the years have led, 
My gaze turns fondly to the time 

When childhood pleasures sped. * 
As hills and valleys to the sight 

Afar in glories meet, 
Those far-off days are bathed in light. 

By distance rendered sweet. 

Each object has a heightened charm. 

Each deed an added grace, 
Each accident diminished harm. 

As all again I trace. 
Strange music murmurs in the streams. 

New beauty crowns the wood. 
The flowers are fair as those in dreams, 

Life seems unmingled good. 

How true the love that fills the heart, 

How faithful every friend ! 
Ah me ! ^tis sad those joys depart. 

Those childhood pleasures end. 
But when I stand on Heaven^s height. 

Beside the crystal sea, 
New beauty thus, in earthward flight. 

Will memory show to me. 



[61] 



DISARMAMENT. 

God haste the time, by prophet told, 
When o^er the nations of the earth 

Shall reign the peaceful Age of Gold, 
And love have universal birth. 

May bitter strife for sordid gain, 
And lust of conquest pass away, 

While loving, helpful hearts remain, 
In place of battlers fierce array. 

The armies vast that crush the land. 
With burdens far too great to bear. 

May subject-loving kings disband. 
And make the right their only care. 

Oh, speed the day, when o'er the world. 
On some harmonious, blessed plan, 

The flag of truth shall be unfurled 
By one great Parliament of Man. 

Ah, then will come the glorious days 
Foreseen by joyous angel-ken. 

When earth will raise a shout of praise 
For peace on earth, good-will to men. 



[62] 



AH, WHO SHALL BE THE FIRST TO GO? 

Ah, who shall be the first to go? 

Which one on earth remain, 
The last kind offices to show 
With soul oppressed by speechless woe, 

While tears steal down amain? 

Which one shall stand beside the tomb 

When " dust to dust " is said, 
And feel, beneath the weight of gloom. 
That earth has lost its former bloom. 

And joy henceforth is dead ? 

Which one shall wander dazed and lone 

At home with aching heart. 
And stop to hear the voice well-known, 
Then try in vain to hush a moan. 

As tears resistless start ? 

I would not be the first to go 

And leave you all the pain ; 
Twere better I the grief should know. 
While weary days drag sad and slow, 

And you the angePs strain. 



[63] 



PRAYER. 

We stand beneath the vauhed sky 
While zephyrs play in every tree, 
Or where a river rushes by 
And mountains tower in majesty, 
And while the earth and heaven His love dedare^ 
With thankful hearts we breathe to God a prayer. 

Alone within our silent room, 

As Psalm or prophecy is read, 
Or in the midst of midnight gloom 
When comes a mystic sense of dread. 
To Him whose loving power rules everywhere 
We lift our swelling hearts in trustful prayer. 

Tis not that prayer has power to bless 
With golden light our pathway dim ; 
Ah no ; it is the happiness 

Of conscious fellowship with Him ; 
For as we dwell with God in calm delight. 
We reach and hold our being^s utmost height 



[64] 



CYNICS. 

The DevH is the cynic's friend, 

The prince of cynics he ; 
He questions, as in Scripture penned, 

A saint's sincerity ; 
And once he asks, with sneering thought, 
" Does Job, indeed, serve God for naught ? " 

He intimates that righteousness 

Is profit and pretence, 
And that the best will soon transgress, 

If pain and cares commence. 
He had his way ; but Job retained 
His trusting saintliness unstained. 

'Tis so to-day ; 'mid sin and shame, 

Men still love truth and right ; 
Whate'er the cynic may proclaim. 

Great multitudes with might. 
Though fiercest cares and pain distress, 
Maintain a steadfast righteousness. 



[65] 



THE FIRST ROBINS. 

The robins have returned again, 

Sweet prophets of advancing spring ; 
Though silent yet their wonted strain. 
It soon will thrill the wood and plain 
With glad, triumphant ring. 

From orange groves, far, hr away. 

These venturesome explorers come ; 
And ere the winter stops its sway. 
In love and hope they flit at play, 
And dream of a happy home. 

What cares the little crimson breast, 

Though winds a season rudely blow? 
In blooming trees a new-made nest 
Will soon with home-joys make it blest. 
As bright days come and go. 

Ah, love and hope make spirits strong 

To brave the winter-time of strife ; 
They fill our days with joyous song. 
Triumphant o^er the cares that throng, 
And glorify the life. 



[66] 



A FOX CHASE. 

Up and away in the early morn, 

While the frost is on the grass ; 
Summon the hounds with the winding hom^ 

And swift through the gateway pass. 

Gallop across the fields and streams, 
On the trail of the ba3dng hounds, 

As athwart the valley the first sunbeams 
Shoot over their mountain bounds. 

On and away through meadow and wold 

Speed forward in wild array, 
While the landscape shines in purple and gold, 

And the huntsman^s heart is gay. 

Yonder behold the swift-gliding fox. 

With the merciless dogs behind, 
As it seeks its den in the mountain rocks 

To escape its pursuers combined. 

Distant too hx is its mountain lair. 

And its foes press swiftly ahead. 
Till at length a shot rings clear on the air, 

And lays the poor fugitive dead. 



[67] 



THE OLD SCHOOLHOUSE. 

The old schoolhouse has disappeared, 
In which my childhood learning was received; 

Attractive cottages are reared 
On ground where town-ball victories were achieved. 

And silent is the £iithful bell 
That daily through the village sounded clear, 

(Its notes still in my memory swell,) 
To call to tasks that now seem doubly dear. 

The comrades dear of childhood days 
Wide-scattered wage the earnest fight of life ; 

As now they rise before my gaze, 
My heart sends voiceless greetings in the strife. 

The teachers, who with patience led 
My wandering feet in wisdom^s treasured ways. 

Have all, alas ! for years been dead ; 
But on their tombs I lay this flower of praise. 

Ah me, the young around me now 
Regard my life as well advanced in years ; 

When comes the end, may they allow. 
Remembering me, a tribute, too, of tears. 



[68] 



LOVE. 

Of all things earth-bom love is most divine : 
Its kindling powers transform the callous heart. 
And unto narrow, sordid lives impart 

The aims that in the loftiest manhood shine. 

Whene'er within our bosoms we enshrine 
■ The precious forms that love has set apart, 
We see in earth and sky new glories start, 
And strength and hope for hero deeds combine. 

Love's hallowed presence ne'er shall pass away, 
But ever during as the God who gave, 
Twill guide our steps beyond the darksome grave. 

To Heaven's radiant and eternal day. 
And with far deeper rapture than before, 
We there shall love our dear ones evermore. 



[69] 



ONWARD, COLUMBIA. 

Onward, Columbia, without hesitation, 
Lifting " Old Glory " aloft to the skies ; 

Thou hast been called to a noble vocation, — 
Bid the oppressed of the nations arise. 

Wrong and injustice fill history^s pages. 
Tyrants have ruled on the land and the sea; 

Men have been living in bondage for ages, 
Bom as the children of God to be free. 

Loud the oppressed of the nations are calling, 
Seeking the freedom for ages denied ; 

Restless the bondmen, with voices appalling, 
Startle the strongholds of tyrannous pride. 

Thou, O Columbia, art chosen of Heaven 
Foremost of nations in liberty^s fight ; 

Onward, and flashing thy cannon^s red levin. 
Hasten the fall of earth^s tyrannous might. 



[70] 



OLD YEAR, GOOD-BY. 

Through rain and sun. 

Old Year, well done 
We say as now you fly ; 

You've mingled long 

Our sighs and song, 
But now. Old Year, good-by. 

Twelve months ago, 

^Mid sleet and snow. 
Our joy-bells hailed you nigh ; 

But as to-day 

You go away, 
We sigh. Old Year, good-by. 

You've brought us fears. 

And sometimes tears 
Have dimmed the drooping eye ; 

But strong we've grown 

Through sorrows known, 
So then. Old Year, good-by. 

For joyous days 

We speak your praise. 

And pass our trials by ; 
We keep alone 
The good you've done. 

So, dear Old Year, good-by. 

When we shall meet. 

Earth's days complete. 
Before the throne on high, 

With gentle mind 

To us be kind ; 
Till then, Old Year, good-by. 

[71] 



THE OLD SONGS. 

The songs of youth come bade to me. 

Like long-forgotten friends ; 
They sudden rise in memory — 

A boon that Heaven sends — 
And bring the sound of voices, dear 

From happy hours of yore, 
Delightful tones to greet my ear, 

For long years heard no more. 

They bring to mind long absent joys, 

And scenes once known in youth, 
When life, for laughing girls and boys, 

Seemed full of hope and truth. 
Sometimes amid the pressing care 

That rests on heart and brain, 
These songs return, like angek fair, 

To brighten life again. 



t7«] 



THE TRUE HERO. 

The hero masters self and fate, 
'Mid tumults keeps his soul at rest ; 

And ne^er cast down, and ne^er elate, 
Stems life's strong tide with manly breast. 

With steadfast mind he goes his way, 
A giant in his conscious might, 

And bravely meets his tasks each day, 
Nor turns, when duty calls, to flight. 

With vision clear he holds to right. 
And guards his soul from sordid greed ; 

He boldly walks in Heaven's light — 
Ah, this the hero's life indeed! 



[73] 



VIRGINIA. 

Virginia, who the Anglo-Saxon race 
First welcomed to Columbians virgin soil, 

With noble pride thou mayest justly trace 
The story of thy heroes^ fame and toil 

Upon thy bosom thou hast proudly borne 
The offspring of a noble race and blood, 

Whose splendid deeds, like jewels, thou hast worn. 
The peer of all beyond the Atlantic's flood. 

With queenly largess thou didst once bestow 
Upon our country regions rich and vast 

Of fertile hiU and plain ; but most we owe 
For splendid gifts of great men in the past. 

When Tjrranny oppressed our youthful land. 
And, like a Pharaoh, sought to crush its life. 

Thou wast among the first to raise thy hand 
To break the chains, and rush to freedom's strife. 

Virginia, rest not on thy glorious past, 
But proudly moved by many a noble name. 

The nation's vanguard lead with trumpet-blast, 
And win by greater deeds a grander fame. 



174] 



BELSHAZZAR'S FEAST. 

Within his towering, massive banquet-hall, 
While round him roars the sound of revelling 
Sits Babylon^s purple-robed and impious king ; 

A thousand servile lords attend his call. 

At length a drunken madness seizes all : 
Jehovah^s golden temple-cups they bring, 
And while these, filled and lifted, clashing rin^ 

The sounds of mocking jest and laughter fall. 

When suddenly, behold! against the wall 
A hand that reaches forth and writes in fire ; 
The mystic words benumb the king with dread, 
And silence wraps the throng in gloomy pall. 
Jehovah blasphemed shows his dreadful ire, 
And soon, ^mid flames and blood, the king lies dead. 



[75] 



A MOTHER'S QUESTIONINGS. 

A MOTHER holds Upon her knee 
A cherub boy with features mild ; 

And dreaming of the years to be. 
The fate she ponders of her child. 

Will he be moved with lofty aim 
When come the years of earnest life? 

Will he achieve a noble name. 
And live a hero in the strife? 

Or will he from the truth depart, 
To spend his life in evil ways ? 

Or will death come to wring her heart 
By cutting short her darling's days ? 

Ah, well for us the future lies 
Obscured by Heaven's kindly care ; 

Were all revealed to mortal eyes, 
Life's burden were too hard to bear. 



[76] 



CAEDMON. 

O Caedmon, first of English bards sublime. 
Whose mighty tones sound through the mists of time, 
Thy songs inspiring, from the distant past, 
Fall on our startled ears like trumpet-blast. 

No common gifts were on thee lavish showered. 
With noblest thought and aspiration dowered ; 
The Milton of our Anglo-Saxon days, 
To grandest themes didst thou attune thy lays. 

The wondrous truths, on which the Scriptures dwell, 
Didst thou express in mighty rhythmic swell : 
The source of light, creation's potent plan. 
The Chosen Race, the ways of God to man. 

Thy lofty powers were used for truth and right. 
Thy vision clear mistook not gloom for light ; 
Thy moral height, thy ceaseless war on wrong, 
Make thee the double source of English song. 



[77] 



A COMING DAWN. 

We look for light, 
And lo ! obscurity hems us round ; 

With aching sight 
We strive to pierce the gloom profound. 

The lightning's glare 
We see, and hear the thunder's roll ; 

Vexed is the air 
With sounds that overawe the soul. 

Is some vast storm 
Of fiery tumult soon to sweep, 

In vengeful form, 
The earth into a ruined heap? 

Ah no! Away 
Will pass the stormy gloom of night ; 

And then the day 
Will flood the earth with glorious light 



[78] 



AT GETTYSBURG. 

TwAS Pickett^s £Eimous charge upon the hill, 
When he the Union centre dared assail ; 

The column swept the plain with dauntless will, 
Beneath a storm of iron and leaden hail. 

A captain led his men with Southern pride, 
His sword agleam in dark and sulphurous air ; 

His only son, who followed near his side, 
He bravely led to death or glory there. 

As grandly moved the line with steady pace, 
A bullet pierced the young and manly form ; 

The father stopped, stooped down, and kissed his &ce, 
Then turned to breast again the leaden storm. 



[79] 



UNITED AGAIN. 

Shout loud a grateful song of praise — 

Our country stands as one ; 
Thank God, the hate of bygone days 

Is now forever done. 

The dastard sinking of the Maine, 

The cry of Cuba's wrong, 
Touched freedom's mighty heart again. 

And roused our nation strong. 

From North and South the heroes came, 
Who fought on land and sea, 

And won together lasting &me 
In making bondmen free. 

United now our nation stands, 
And seeks the <:ommon good, 

Cemented by the war-forged bands 
Of glory, love, and blood. 



[So] 



BEAUTY. 

Beauty all about us lies 

In various guise ; 
It sparkles in the star-lit blue, 
It follows full moons gliding through. 
And breaks in storms upon the view 

In clouded skies. 

Beauty all about us lies 
Without disguise ; 
It glows upon the mountain side, 
It rests on plains extending wide, 
And breaks with thunder in the tide 
Before our eyes. 

Beauty all about us lies 

In humble wise ; 
It nestles in the lowly flower, 
Is felt at twilight's silent hour. 
And dwells within the cottage bower 

Men oft despise. 

Beauty all about us lies 

We fail to prize ; 
With callous hearts we spend our days, 
With eyes that see not walk life's ways, 
And st^er not a thought of praise 

To grateful rise. 

[Si] 



LIVING O'ER AGAIN. 

Should some kind angel in his pity deign 
To leave the joys of Paradise for earth, 
And proffer me in might a second birth, 

That I might thread life's labyrinth again, 

I should in sadness from his gift refrain ; 
I would not care to yield, for childhood's dearth, 
My hard-earned gains of truth and moral worth, 

And thus make all these toilsome years in vain. 

Besides, too many sins and errors stain 
The lengthened record of the by-gone years, 
For me to wish to e'er renew the strife 
And pass again through all its nameless pain. 
No, let me keep the gains of toil and tears, 
And bide God's time to reach a nobler life. 



[82] 



WITH NATURE. 

When weary with the ceaseless strain 
That overtaxes heart and brain 

Amid our driven life, 
I gladly turn to hill and dale, 
Where quiet peace and joy prevail, 

Away from human strife. 

There nature brings a sweet relief 
From all the weariness and grief 

That press the fainting soul ; 
As it fulfils its vast design, 
We feel an unseen Power divine 

That animates the whole. 

This Presence whispers in the trees, 
It moves in mountains, skies, and seas, 

And lifts the soul on high ; 
It stirs within the weary heart, 
And bids sweet thoughts and feelings start. 

With strength for duties nigh. 

Twas thus the most divine of men, 
Long years ago, sought strength again 

In far-off Galilee ; 
He loved fair nature's calm delight, 
And sought communion day and night 

With mountain, sky, and sea. 
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ON THE RIVER. 

Now I speed me down the river 

In a frail but swift canoe, 
Past the shades where cool leaves quiver. 

And the sun is glancing through. 
There above me towers a mountain 

In its silent majesty ; 
In the meadow gleams a fountain, 

And the flowers shine bright and free. 

There a cliff is dark impending, 

Checking now the waters' flow ; 
And a storm cloud swift descending 

Darkens all their happy glow. 
Now I see the torrent dashing, 

Where the rocks would stop its sway ; 
Then again in sunlight flashing, 

As it flows its placid way. 

And I hasten onward driving 

Through the mingled sun and shade, 
Through the waters wildly striving, 

And their stretches calm and staid. 
Then I think 'tis so with living 

On the broader stream of life, 
Which from day to day is giving 

Alternating peace and strife. 
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A MEDICAL STUDENT. 

Ah, Margaret, my serious-mindedi 
Gentle, helpful in your ways, 

Can it be that you are blinded 
Dreaming of professional days ? 
Margaret, Margaret 

Ah, Margaret, if such a treasure 

You esteem a doctor^s life. 
Why in dress this girlish pleasure ? 

Are not words and deeds at strife ? 
Margaret, Margaret 

Ah, Margaret, if love of study 
Wholly fills your heart and mind. 

Why, while cheeks are burning ruddy. 
So to coquetry inclined ? 

Margaret, Margaret. 

Ah, Margaret, if scientific 
Your survey of time and space. 

Why this rapture beatific 
OVr a baby^s smiling &ce ? 

Margaret, Margaret. 

I fear me, 'tis the same old story : 
Nature always has her will ; 

Unallured by dreams of glory, 
Woman stays a woman still, 

Margaret, Margaret. 
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A CRYSTAL SPRING. 

A CRYSTAL Spring beneath a pine, 
Within its depths white pebbles sleep ; 

Around it crimson berries shine, 
And vines among the mosses creep. 

A tiny stream with elfin ring 
Steals out with rushes bending o^er ; 

From neighboring trees the blackbirds sing, 
Then drop to nests upon the moor. 

The streamlet widens as it goes 

Through flowery mead and forest shade ; 
In conscious peace sometimes it flows, 

Or troubled leaps in wild cascade. 

Far on it flows a river wide 

Through smiling plains by cities feir. 
And busy vessels plough its tide, 

And sounds of commerce fill the air. 

Its wealth of waters, broad and bright, 
Rolls silent on with mighty sweep. 

At last to vanish from our sight. 
Like human life, within the deep. 
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LIFE. 

Say not that life is sad and vain, 

And that His better not to be ; 
Invoke not death to free from pain, 

Nor laud the grave's tranquillity. 
For life is Heaven's gift to man, 

A boon beyond expression dear ; 
Its varied riches closely scan, 

And run its course with manly cheer. 

Behold the glory of the skies, 

The beauties found in field and wood. 
And, gazing with enraptured eyes. 

Confess that life is filled with good. 
Pure pleasures round the fireside meet, 

As evening talk or music flows ; 
And friendship's joys are passing sweet, 

And love with deeper rapture glows. 

Our conscious being is divine — 

The power to see, and feel, and know; 
And as we use its gifts benign, 

With steady march we Godward go. 
Then welcome life with merry heart. 

And face the duties to be done ; 
At home, abroad, in field or mart. 

Achieve the victories to be won. 
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A NIGHT AT SEA. 

The laboring ship, with mighty force of will, 

Drives eastward through the sea, 
Which far, to circling sky, is smooth and still 

In awfiil majesty. 

Great clouds of dusky smoke the wake overcast, 

The struggling engine jars, 
While far above the deck each towering mast 

Swings slow among the stars. 

Behold the full-orbed moon, majestic, slow, 

In distant splendors rise, 
And strike across the deep in golden glow 

A highway to the skies. 
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GOD. 

I KNOW Thou art : the soul of man within. 

As well as all the wondrous world without, 
Still speaks of Thee in words that all the din 

And pain of life assail in vain with doubt. 
This conscious sel^ the power of thought and will, 

The ever-present sense of wrong and right, 
Could not from atoms rise ; they tell us still 

Of Thee, who made all things in truth and might. 

I know Thou art : the laws of earth and skies. 

The marvellous adaptations that abound. 
Are not the work of chance ; in Thee all-wise 

Their origin and power alone are found. 
For reason not from matter has its source ; 

And all this huge and endless cosmic frame. 
Which follows its prescribed, majestic course. 

From Thee, the good, the wise, the loving, came. 
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HUMAN PROGRESS. 

The groping race of meiiy though dark the way 

And fu the misty twilight of its youth, 
Is moving toward the light of perfect day — 

The triune light of freedom, goodness, truth. 

To stay the sweeping tide of truth and right, 
Stiff-necked, deluded men conspire in vain ; 

Their proudest structures fell by Heaven's might. 
Like buried cities heaving Egypt's plain. 

No puny will of man controls the course 
Of racial growth or circling stars sublime ; 

All progress finds in God its mighty source. 
Whose conscious Being fills all space and time. 

There dwells beneath the forms of outward show. 
However swift may be their rise and fell, 

A Soul divine and good, from whom they flow, 
And who abides a Presence all in all. 

We see not all the way that men must go 
To reach this age divine of joy and rest ; 

But though far off, the time will come, we know, 
When freedom, goodness, truth, will make them blest. 
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MY BICYCLE. 

The sun looks o^er the mountain fair, 
Its smiles the landscape greet ; 

The songs of birds are in the air, 
As I spring upon the seat : 

A quick press on the pedal strong, 

And, like a bird, I skim along. 

Farewell to cares that may annoy, 
To toil that tires the brain ; 

New vigor sends a thrill of joy 
Through every tingling vein, 

As on I swiftly speed my way 

'Mid beauteous scenes of rising day. 

My soul responds to each appeal 

Of nature's varied grace ; 
The charm of stream and wood I feel, 

Each lovely prospect trace. 
As swift and silent on I fly 
*Mid rural scenes and azure sky. 

At length I stop beneath a tree 
Where wells a cooling spring, 

And drink, inclined on bended knee, 
Its waters murmuring ; 

A moment on the grass I rest. 

My brow by grateful breeze caressed. 

Then homeward I as quickly fare. 
With heart and brain elate, 

To take again, with lightened care. 
The duties that await. 

Exulting that my wheel each hour 

Can bring me such a joy and power. 
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SPRING. 

Though oft we mock the bard^s emboldened song. 
Who £un, in smooth-wrought verse, would sing 
The speechless marvels of returning spring. 

We, in our shallow mockery, do him wrong. 

What miracles of might to spring belong! 

The glorious sun asserts his power as king ; 

The fields and woods with life and music ring; 
And buoyant hope inspires earth^s busy throng. 

The arching heavens smile with radiant hct ; 
And while rude winter^s laggard snows depart, 
A kindling spirit^s power pervades the whole. 
Then sing, ye bards, the spring-timers matchless grace ; 
And while ye voice your joys of mind and heart. 
Fling wide the golden gateways of the soul. 
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MY MOTHER'S PICTURE. 

Above my table, on the wall, 
Whence kindly looks upon me fah, 

My mother's picture bends ; 
And while I labor, day or night, 
Her earnest face, in holy light, 

With watchfulness attends. 

Sometimes upon her £ace I gaze. 

And speed in thought to childhood days 

Of happiness at home ; 
Its constant love and joy and peace 
Are memories that cannot cease, 

Though fax away I roam. 

A spirit thoughtful, calm, and sweet, 
With kindly words to cheer and greet. 

My mother passed her days ; 
She taught my lips to move in prayer. 
Instilling noble thoughts with care 

In fond maternal ways. 

One mom they told me she was dead. 
While tear-drops fell upon my head 

From eyes that could but cry ; 
With childish soul stunned by the blow, 
Yet scarcely knowing all its woe, 

I prayed I, too, might die. 

Perhaps her spirit from above, 

Still drawn by deathless mother-love, 

Sometimes is hovering nigh ; 
Ah, would to God my life might be 
From every stain and ill so free 

As not to cause a sigh. 
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A SOARING EAGLE. 

Far up in the soft, warm sky. 

While sinks the golden light, 
I follow with a wondering eye, 
And soul uplift with feelings high, 
And thoughts too deep for word or sigh, 
A soaring eagle's flight. 

Serene with a conscious might. 

He floats upon the air. 
And from the watch-tower of his flight. 
He watches with unruffled sight 
The earth and sky in mellow light — 

A vision wondrous fair. 

Above is the fathomless deep 

Of shoreless, star-isled seas. 
While far below, in circling sweep, 
Earth's far-spread scenes in beauty sleep, 
Where men, like pygmies, slowly creep 

O'er highways, lawns, and leas. 

Oh, would that the closing day 

Of this unresting life 
Would bring, with golden, sunset ray, 
The eagle's strong, serene survey, 
As faith-winged, soaring o'er our way, 

We watch earth's toil and strife. 
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DEATH. 

Death comes indeed to all 
With stealthy tread; 
He knocks at cottage door and palace gate 
With visage pale and dread. 

Think not of Death with fear 
Or trembling heart ; 
Nor with the Stoic^s callous spirit drear 
Await his fatal dart 

Your daily task pursue 
With cheerful mind ; 
And when at length Death^s summons comes to you^ 
Lay down your work resigned. 

Receive Death as a guest 
From Heaven sent, 
To lead you into regions far more blessed, 
Where dwell light and content. 



[95] 



FADING VISIONS. 

Sometimes there rise, from deeps unknown. 

Before my inmost gaze. 
Far brighter scenes than earth has shown 

In moming^s orient blaze : 
I try to paint the visions bright, 
But oh, their glories turn to night. 

Sometimes before my raptured sight, 

Within the spirit's shrine, 
There shoots a gleam of Heaven^s light, 

That shows some truth divine : 
But when I try to catch the gleam. 
To ashes turns the golden stream. 

Sometimes I see the years unroU 

And fated things to be. 
As spirits whisper to the soul 

Of earth's £&r jubilee : 
I speak — the vision dies away. 
The future sinks to common day. 

Whatever my faltering hand has done 

To picture visions bright, 
Is but the glory of the sun 

When dark clouds veil its light ; 
What splendid visions I deplore ! 
For, £dUling once, they come no more. 
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A SILENT TRAGEDY. 

I GAZED upon an Indian woman^s £ace, 
In which the depth of infinite sorrow dwelt ; 

Tho' made for all the wealth of beauty's grace, 
It showed alone the woe the heart had felt. 

I read the tragedy of her waning race, 
The wounds that cruel destiny had dealt, 

And all the weight of her inferior place, 
As she a slave before her master knelt. 

Unceasing moil had bowed her queenly head, 
And wrong, in silence borne, had steeled her heart ; 

Within her woman's breast all hope was dead, 
And, crushed in soul, she longed for death's fell dart. 

O God, to think thy beauteous world below 

Can bear unmoved such scenes of speechless woe! 
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THE KINGDOM ON EARTH. 

Yes, bring us sweet hopes of the glories above. 
Of blessedness banishing sorrow and strife, 

Of a city whose splendor is lighted by love, 
Of raptures beside the broad river of life. 

But help to build up the strong kingdom of God 
From the light of the east to the dusk of the west, 

That wherever the footsteps of mortals may plod. 
They may likewise on earth be abundantly blessed. 

Overthrow the tyrannous powers that oppress, 
Establish the righteousness ruling above ; 

The poor and the fallen, weighed down by distress, 
Lift up with the kindness of heavenly love. 
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THE STRENUOUS LIFE. 

I STOOD beside the loud, tumultuous shore ; 
The dark and wind-chased clouds drove swiftly by. 
And angry, foaming surges rose on high 

To smite the frowning clifis with deafening roar. 

I saw the sea in placid mood once more ; 
Its light was soft beneath the azure sky. 
And many white-winged sea-birds hi and nigh 

In sportive flight the waters circled o'er. 

The mirror surface of the mighty deep 
With open soul received the day-star's light, 
And gave to all the earth in image bright 

The glory caught within the waters' sweep. 
The strenuous life is grand ; but grander hr 
The placid soul reflecting sun and star. 
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UNCHANGING LOVE. 

All else may change ; 
The glorious skies may pass away, 
And star-worldsy dark and pathless, range 

In wild array; 
But love, unchanging, unforgot, 
Through endless ages alters not. 

And so I dream 
That she I loved for more than life, 
And who in turn felt love supreme 

^Mid earth^s sad strife, 
At times in silence leaves the throng 
That fills the Heavens with raptured song. 

And o^er the walls, 
That bound the sweet celestial plain 
With priceless stones whose splendor falls 

Like silver rain. 
She leans with pensive, yearning eye, 
And breathes an angePs tender sigh. 

And then she flies 
From all the glories of the blest. 
And darting downward thro^ the skies. 

An angel guest, 
Beside me takes her olden place. 
And fondly gazes in my face. 

And thus with might 
Love triumphs over space and time ; 
And spirits come, more swift than light, 

In course sublime. 
To bind in one, with golden chain. 
Our sad and broken lives again. 
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AVARICE. 

The noble ship mid-sea was sinking fiut, 
Wrenched by a cruel storm ; and those on board 
Adown its settling side were swiiUy lowered 

Into the waiting boats, until at last 

All save one seaman had in safety passed. 
He lingered to girt round him of the hoard 
Of gold that lay within the cabin stored. 

Then leaped to catch the boat ; but in the vast 

And rolling sea he sank to rise no more. 
Dragged down beneath the weight of belted gold, 
By lust of riches robbed of his last breath. 
How oft this £&tal error we deplore! 
For all about us life is cheaply sold, 
And avarice drags its thousands down to death. 
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NO TRUTH CAN DIE. 

No truth can die throughout the cosmic frame 

Which God has made ; 
Through every change, its life remains the same : 

For worlds are stayed 
Upon the Power divine from which they came. 

The planets rose from out a mist of fire 

In aeons past ; 
Through seething surge, their forms ascended higher 

In circles vast ; 
For all to one great end divine conspire. 

An unseen hand the fait of nations guides 

From age to age ; 
Though ruin oft their vanished glory hides, 

Still every stage 
Of right and truth they won, with man abides. 

Throughout all changes, what is true remains 

Forever more ; 
For God is truth ; and all its mighty gains, 

Of late or yore. 
His everlasting power for aye maintains. 
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WAR. 

Away with sendmental talk of peace, 
And pictured horrors of the crimson field ; 
Be hushed the voice of craven souls that yield. 

And dare not strike a blow Against wrong^s increase! 

Through stem-fought battle gains mankind release 
From deep-wrought ills no other power has healed ; 
And men heroic, armed with sword and shield, 

Make trembling tyrants^ fell oppressions cease. 

War checked the cruel Moslem's sway of night ; 
It gave our Titan nation glorious birth, 
And broke the haughty Spaniard's thralling scheme. 
Then welcome war, for it defends the right ! 
The Prince of Peace unsheathed a sword on earth. 
And wars must rage till right shall reign supreme. 
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DESTINY. 

Beneath the arching sky 

A nest swings free and high. 
Wherein two birdlings chirp their eager strain ; 

At length they leave their tree 

To flit through wood and lea — 
And one is blest, the other soon is slain. 

Within a harbor gay, 

While crowds keep holiday, 
Twin vessels trim their white and swelling sails ; 

Then standing out to sea 

They stately move and free — 
And one meets life, the other wrecking gales. 

Within a village fair, . 

Brought up with equal care. 
Two children pass in friendship happy days ; 

But in their manhood^s years. 

One falls ^mid pain and tears, 
The other lives to rise to power and praise. 

Ah, here is mystery ! 

Tho' conscious we are free, 
There still is something mocks our strength and aim ; 

Tis not the same to all ; 

And some are born to fall, 
As others are to reach a world-wide feme. 
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AN APRIL MORNING. 

The softy rich azure, like a bridal veil, 
Above the kindling earth sweeps far away ; 
The rising sun leads forth a glorious day, 

And myriad voices greet him with <^ All hail ! ^ 

The cock^s triumphant crow, the call of quail, 
And woodland voices make a varied lay. 
While children's merry shoutings rise in play, 

And echoing axes ring o'er hill and dale. 

Exultant joys within our bosoms rise : 
But sweeter ^ the sounds from other spheres, — 
Angelic songs, too faint for mortal ears, 

And gentle whisperings breathing from the skies ; 
Though vaguely heard, we know these sounds to be 
The deeper notes in God's great symphony. 
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UNSEEN INFLUENCES. 

From some far point on high — 
Some monarch world of matchless might - 

There darts through all the sky 
An unseen force by day and night 
That binds around the central sun 

The universe as one. 

From every flaming sphere 
That drdes round the central kiifg 

In distant paths or near, 
Sweet drawings issue forth, and bring 
Together all the myriad throng 

Of worlds in kinship strong. 

And so from God above 
There shines to earth's remotest bound 

The golden light of love, 
Which draws, however distant found. 
All sentient creatures round His throne, 

And holds them as His own. 

And all who feel His power. 
Which fills the universe with light, 

Exalted from jthat hour, 
Send forth, with radiant, unseen might, 
Sweet lines of sympathy and love, 

Like those of God above. 

All things, unseen and seen. 
Are only parts of one great whole, 

In which abides serene 
The presence of a loving soul 
That fills alike the great and small, 

And binds each one to all. 
[io6] 



PRIDE. 

Why should the heart of man be proud and vain? 
Himself as nothing on this wheeling sphere, 
The earth an atom in the azure mere 

O V which the sun extends despotic reign ; 

The sun itself, amid the star-strewn plain 
That slowly sweeps in infinite career, 
A minor light on some remote frontier 

Of mightier systems in God^s wide domain. 

Behold, with awe-struck heart, the skies sublime ; 

And as thou view^st the mighty fields of space, 
And think^st of aeons of revolving time, 

Then learn thine insignificance to trace. 
Our world is but a rolling atom-ball, 
The sun a mote within the boundless All. 
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A BRAVE HEART. 

November winds were blowing cold 
O^er barren field and leafless wold^ 

While clouds were ashen gray ; 
The crows were blown about the skies, 
And wailed their caws, like mourning cries. 

Along their aimless way. 

No warmth was in the angry air. 
And dust in clouds flew everywhere, 

In blinding surges whirled ; 
Men braced themselves against the blast, 
And bending low they hurried £ast. 

And cheerless was the world. 

Save that within a sheltered spot. 
Where golden paths of sunlight shot, 

A sparrow chirped its soDg ; 
It heeded not the tempest's might, 
But nestling close in Heaven's light, 

Its heart beat brave and strong. 
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THREE HERO BARDS. 

(HAYNE, TIMROD, and LANIER.) 

Brave deeds are done on the battle-field 
^Mid shriek of shot and crash of shell. 
When hero souls, too firm to yield, 
Make patriot breasts a country^s shield. 
And do their duty well. 

But deeds no less heroic shine 

In many a quiet civic sphere, 
When lofty souls, with strength divine. 
In want and suffering ne^er repine. 

And fearless view death near. 

Three poets in our Southern land, 
With noble spirits fine and clear, 

Among earth^s hero sons may stand, 

A chastened but exalted band. 
With stainless, proud career. 

To them belonged the poet's dower 
Of feeling deep and insight true, 
With all the might of rhythmic power 
To voice an age or paint a flower 
With fancy's finest hue. 

They knew alike what suffering starts 

From fettering need and ceaseless pain ; 
But still with brave and cheerful hearts. 
Whose message hope and joy imparts. 
They sang their deathless strain. 

They struggled on with quenchless fire. 

Though death they saw approaching fast ; 
They blanched not at his features dire. 
But stringing sweeter still their lyre. 
They sang unto the last. 
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THE SEA-SHELL. 

The lonely, rainbow-tinted shell ^ 

Still softly breathes of ocean^s swell, 

Though distant far the day ^' 

When from its home upon the shore, 

Where sparkling waves play evermore, ^ i 

A vandal hand it ruthless bore 

From scenes it loved away. 

Within a secret, pearly shrine. 
It keeps, with faithfulness divine, 

Sweet thoughts of long ago; 
It treasures all the joys it knew. 
Where surges beat and seas were blue. 
And white-winged sea-birds sportive flew, 

And winds were soft and low. 

Oh, thus, my heart, hold to the last 
Sweet thoughts of all the joys long past 

Within my childhood home ; 
Like ocean music in the shell, 
May precious memories with me dwell. 
And ever weave their mystic spell 

Through all the years to come. 
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THE BEST PART OF THE DAY. 

Tis sweet to rise refreshed at early mom. 
And bravely ^e the duties of the day, 

While orient beams the waking earth adorn, 
And tuneful birds make woods and meadows gay. 

Tis sweet to greet, ere evening stars are born, 
The twilight hour that takes our tasks away ; 

The breezes whisper through the fragrant thorn, 
And daylight noises cease their restless play. 

But sweetest far the hour that calls to rest : 
We kneel and breathe to God a grateful prayer, 

And then, with lightened spirits deeply blest, 
We lay us down relieved of every care ; 

And while our hearts ascend with love aflame, 

A conscious bliss steals oV our weary frame. 
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A HALLOWED SPOT. 

I WANDER o^er deserted ways, 
By raggedy shrunken streams. 

And chastened thoughts of other days 
Arise like golden dreams. 

For yonder where the cedars grow, 
By years and storm-winds rent, 

Once stood a vine-clad cottage low. 
Where loved ones lived content 

And just in front, beside the race. 

There rose an ancient mill. 
Whose sad and scattered ruins trace 

Its outlines for me still. 

And from the shadows of the past 
Looks forth a maiden^s face, 

0>r which my boyish fcincy cast 
A sweet and peerless grace. 

Ah, precious memories wither not. 

In spite of fleeting years. 
And wandering oV this hallowed spot, 

My eyes are dim with tears. 
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THE EVENING BREEZE. 

Oh, listen to the breeze 
In the trees ! 
Its tender whispering softly swells 
With fwry tales it sweetly tells 
Of haunted hills and gloomy dells 

To woo and please. 

The gentle, evening breeze 
In the trees 
Steals softly from the mountain side, 
OV blooming lowlands reaching wide. 
And from the distant ocean tide. 

With elfin ease. 

The cooling, fragrant breeze 
In the trees 
Breathes sweet and low of purling streams, 
Whose silver light 'mid mosses gleams, 
Where £all the day-star's radiant beams, 

In woods and leas. 

The soft, caressing breeze 
In the trees 
Tells low of hamlets by the way. 
Where merry children shout at play, 
As £ides the light of closing day 

By slow degrees. 

The mystic, spirit breeze 
In the trees 
Thus whispers at the close of day, 
Then passes on without delay. 
Like human souls that fiy away. 

To ripple unknown seas. 
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THE ANEMONE. 

Upon a steep and cliff-like bank. 
Where many wild flowers tall and rank 
Shoot up from leaf-mold deep and dank, 

There stands a frail anemone ; 
Beneath it flows a tinkling stream. 
Whose splendors through the verdure gleam. 
As spring-time sims upon it beam 

And nesting birds sing merrily. 

Above it sees the soft, warm sky ; 
It nods to breezes whispering by. 
And hears the poplar^s gentle sigh 

With coy and maiden modesty ; 
Among its comrades fair and tall. 
Where tones of May-time rise and fall, 
It shines the sweetest of them all, 

The saintly, meek anemone. 

Sometimes amid my serious thought 
And duties pressing to be wrought, 
There rises in my soul unsought 

A tender flower of poesy ; 
Though all around be fair and bright, 
My heart leaps up to catch its light. 
As in the maze, serene and white. 

It smiles a sweet anemone. 
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